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A    FRIEND    I    HAVE    NEVER    SEEN 

IN    GRATITUDE    FOR    HER 

CRITICISM    AND    ENCOURAGEMENT, 

I    DEDICATE    THIS    BOOK. 
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INTRODUCTION 

By  Richard  King 

The  world  of  those  who  love  Literature  and 
Art  and  Music  may  almost  be  described  as 
divided  into  two  sections  :  those  who  most 
admire  style  and  technique,  and  those  who 
prize  sincerity  of  feeling  and  expression.  It 
is  among  the  latter,  I  believe,  that  the  ad- 
mirers of  Spirit  of  the  Woods  will  be 
found.  For  the  Authoress,  Mrs.  Belben, 
possesses  the  happy  knack  of  interpreting 
most  of  those  simple  sentiments  by  which 
the  hearts  of  most  people  are  commonly 
moved.  She  does  not  seek  to  plumb  the 
"  depths  "  of  feeling  ;  neither  does  she  soar 
too  high  for  the  imagination  of  "  everyday  " 
humanity  to  follow  her.  She — if  I  may  so 
express  it — strikes  the  "  happy  medium," 
and  I  believe  that  all  who  read  this  little 
book  of  poems  will  find  that  she  "  strikes  " 
it  with  no  uncertain  hand. 


INTRODUCTION 

The  chief  attraction  of  her  little  poems  is 
forme  the  fact  that  she  always  remains  simple, 
and  always  sincere.  She  never  over-decor- 
ates a  tiny  theme,  nor  robs  a  "  quiet  thought  " 
of  its  humanity  by  unnecessary  elaboration. 
The  appeal  of  her  poetry  is  the  appeal  to 
our  quiet  moods — our  love  of  Nature  in  all 
her  varying  seasons ;  our  love  of  Children — 
in  all  that  makes  them  silent  messengers 
from  God  ;  our  love  of  Beauty — wheresoever 
we  may  find  it.  And  these  surely  belong 
to  the  heart  of  all  the  world. 

Spirit  of  the  Woods  is  a  little  book  to 
slip  into  our  pockets  when  we  at  length 
escape  the  "  cackle  of  the  crowd  "  and  seek 
solace  therefrom  amid  the  silent  loveliness 
of  Nature.  It  is  a  little  treasure  to  enrich 
our  solitudes.  There  are  not  many  moods 
of  Nature  which  are  not  echoed  in  these 
endearing  poems.  Unlike  so  many  poets, 
Mrs.  Belben  does  not  only  sing  to  us  of  the 
beauty  which  is  Spring.  She  realises  clearly, 
as  so  many  of  us  do,  that  the  beauty  of 
Autumn  is  a  far  more  subtle  beauty — of 
deeper  significance,  of  finer  spirit,  more 
fraught     with    that    silent    comfort — that 
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"  promise  "  of  a  glorious  and  lasting  Spring 
— which  is  the  sublime  belief  of  oh  so  many 
hearts  ! 

It  is  always  my  belief  that  books  require 
their  proper  "  environment  "  just  as  friends 
do.  The  "  country  cousin  "  is  often  a  bore 
in  Piccadilly,  though  a  delightful  companion 
in  the  depths  of  the  country  where  all  her 
enthusiasms  are  centred. 

Books  are  the  same. 

There  are  books  to  be  read  on  a  long  rail- 
way journey  ;  others  require  solitude  and 
the  fireside  ;  just  a  few  are  most  enjoyable 
when  read  out  loud,  and  others  are  not  even 
spoilt  by  the  surrounding  babble  of  human 
tongues. 

For  me,  Spirit  of  the  Woods  should  be 
read  on  the  hill-side,  alone  with  Nature — 
one's  senses  "  hushed  "  by  the  restful  beauty 
of  the  vista  of  long  distances.  Read  thus, 
I  think,  the  appeal  of  Mrs.  Belben's  verses  will 
not  pass  unheeded.  They  will  surely  strike 
a  responsive  chord.  Sincerity  can  never 
fail  in  its  effect.  And,  above  all  else,  Spirit 
of  the  Woods  is  embued  with  the  Spirit  of 
Sincerity — Sincerity    and    that    feeling    for 
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Beauty  which  is  a  feeling  common  to  every 
human  heart  that  is  not  drugged  by  the 
poison  of  worldliness  and  sordid  prosperity. 

Sincerity,  too,  is  after  all  the  very  kernel 
of  friendship.  That  is  why  I  believe  that 
this  little  book  of  charming  poems  will  find 
many,  many  friends.  And  the  Friendship 
of  Books  is  a  Friendship  which  rarely  stales  ; 
a  Friendship  which  lightens  many  a  heavy 
load,  spurring  on  to  greater  endeavour  many 
a  weary  heart.  And  that  is  surely  no  mean 
accomplishment  for  any  book. 

Richard   King. 
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7  he  Heath  Fire 

What  is  that  vivid  brilliancy  of  red, 

Lighting  the  night  with  strange,  mysterious 
glow  ? 

See,  through  the  trees  the  flick'ring  tongues 
of  flame 

That  quickly  spread,  with  hissing  growing 
noise. 

And,  now  in  sight,  beyond  the  tall  black 
trees, 

Rushing  with  turbulent,  relentless  strength, 

Upon  the  moor  a  great  heath  fire  extends  ; 

Wind-driven,  roaring,  leaping,  racing  swift, 

O'er  ridge  of  crackling  heather  and  dry 
gorse.  .  .  . 

Now  the  black  hill  line  shows  below  grey 
smoke  ; 

The  fire  descends  the  downward  slope  be- 
yond, 

And  leaping  flame-tops  only  are  in  sight.  .   .  . 

Weird  and  fantastic  is  this  midnight  scene  ; 

Grand,  terrible, with  such  grim, rigid  strength. 

.  .  .  And  men  are  watching,  but  are  power- 
less. 
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The  Joy  and  the  Pain 

Come  back  to  me  friend,  dear  friend,  for  so 

much  do  I  need  you. 
Come  back  to  the  sea,  the  gorse,  and  to  me 

and  the  moorland.  .  .  . 
It's  aching  my  heart,  deep  down,  so  greatly 

I  long  for  you. 

How  can  I  tell  you,  dear  heart,  all  the  things 

I  am  feeling  ? 
Perhaps  you  divine,  somehow,  all  that  I  fain 

would  tell  you, 
If  words  could  express  the  depths  of  the  love 

I  am  feeling. 

Oh,  take  then  this  love,  my  friend,  for  'tis 

yours,  and  for  all  time.  .  .  . 
If  you  are  with  me,  beloved,  or  when  miles 

are  dividing, 
Our  spirits  can  touch,  in  truth,  .  .  .  and  such 

love  will  last  all  time. 
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To  M.   S. 

Dearest  of  women,  with  a  charm  complete, 

And  magic  sympathy  of  Mind  and  Soul. 

Thy  gracious  dignity  and  sweet  true  self 

Inspires  highest  love  and  quiet  trust. 

In  thy  dear  face  is  written  thou  art  good. 

And  tenderness  of  character  revealed 

In  thy  sweet  smile  and  manner,  and  thine 

eyes. 
Thrice  blest  are  they  who  hold  thy  com- 
radeship ; 
For  those  who  give  to  thee  fidelity 
And  strong  deep  love,  have  well  their  love 

bestowed. 
With  gratitude  I  thank  thee  dear,  because 
Thou  givest  me  the  friendship  that  I  crave, 
My  heart  beats  with  renewed  vitality. 
.  .  .  Such  love  as  this  gives  life  and  strength 
and  joy. 
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Madeleine 

Fresh  Lilac  I  bring  you, 
Mauve  Lilac  sweet-scented, 
And  love  in  each  blossom. 

These  flowers  will  tell  you, 
Will  tell  you  my  secret, 
For  theirs  is  Love's  message. 

So  dear  beyond  measure 
Yourself  in  your  sweetness ; 
The  truest  and  purest. 

And  nothing  but  beauty 

And  halo  of  sunshine 

And  peace,  should  surround  you. 

...  All  things  the  most  joyous 
The  noblest  and  fairest, 
I  would  I  could  give  you. 


16 


SPIRIT    OF    THE    WOODS 


A  Thanksgiving 

You  thank  me  for  the  love  I  give  to  you  ; 
And  what  have  I  to  thank  you  for,  my  friend, 
Beside  your   dear   sweet   friendship   that   I 

prize  ? 
Within  my  soul  an  exultation  stirs ; 
New  life  and  youth  and  freedom  in  my  heart ; 
A  happiness  that  only  Love  can  bring, 
And  keener  sense  of  all  things  spiritual. 
Deep  satisfaction,  glorious  ecstasy  ! 
.  .  .  Pure  inspiration,  full  and  free  and  true  : 
This,  friend  of  mine,  your  treasured  gift  to 

me. 
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The  Heart  of  Fairyland 

Into  the  Heart  of  Fairyland  I  wander, 
Full  of  the  song  of  birds  and  all  sweet 
things. 

Carpet  of  bluebells  here  amid  fresh  greenness, 
Music,  as  well,  that  running  water  sings. 

Peace,  restful  quiet,  in  this  place  of  dreaming; 
Love,  only  Love,  this  Fairyland  pervades. 
Come   all  ye   tired,   and   come,   ye  weary- 
hearted, 
All,  but  earth's  sweetness,  in  this  magic, 
fades. 

Listen  !  how  filled  the  air  with  sounds  of 
Nature ! 
Learn,  in  this  Fairyland,  the  joy  sublime, 
Nearness   to   Truth   and   simple   Life   har- 
monious ; — 
For  shallow  pleasures  will  decay  with  time. 
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Come  then,  and  drink  with  deep  delight  and 
rapture 
The  beauties  of  this  cool  refreshing  glade. 
In  Fairyland,  there's  nothing  save  enchant- 
ment. 
.  .  .  Dream,  then,  and  rest,  beneath  the 
woodland  shade. 


Beech  Trees 

May  12,  191 5. 

Green  are  the  beech-trees'  branches ; 

Green  of  a  vivid  hue. 
Beyond,  dark  fir-trees'  background, 

And  birches  there,  a  few. 

The  foreground  :   slope  of  heather, 
And  long,  rough,  tinted  grass  ; 

Brilliant  with  gold  gorse  bushes, 
Where  butterflies  may  pass. 

Green  are  the  beech-trees'  branches, 
This  radiant  month  of  May. 

With  magic  wand,  Dame  Nature 
Touches  earth  on  her  way. 
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From  a  Hill-top 

Field  of  red  clover.  .  .  . 
Silver  is  the  harbour  beyond  it ; 
Silver  and  still,  the  quiet  water. 

Clear  are  boats  and  trees, 

Vivid  is  the  colour  of  houses 

On  the  sea's  smooth  surface  reflected. 

Undulating  hills, 

Islands,  and  woods  to  the  water's  edge; 

Harbour  and  sea,  here  they  are  joining. 

Sun  setting  northward.  .   .   . 
Sunlight  on  the  water  silver-gold, 
Making  a  straight  and  shining  pathway. 
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Friendship 

Good-bye  is  said  .  .  .  our  glorious  day  is  over. 
But  there's  no  sadness  in  my  heart,  to-day, 

somehow ; 
For  restless  beating  of  the  wings  is  quieted, 
And  restful  peace  of  fellowship  is  with  me 

now. 

There  is  no  doubting,  for  we  trust  each  other  ; 
Without  uncertainty  we  know  that  we  are 

true ; 
And  each  one  faithful  in  our  friendship  and 

our  love  : 
The  love  you  give  to  me,  my  friend,  and  I  to 

you. 

Another  milestone  on  the  road  of  friendship, 
We  are  just  passing,  and  the  future  is  un- 
known ; 
But  in  our  hearts  there  is  no  sorrow  or  regret, 
For  the  Great  Joy  is  in  your  life  andjn  my 
own. 
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The  Sandbanks 

Evening  of  May  29,  191 5. 

Mistiness  of  evening, 
Veil  mysterious 
Of  deepening  twilight, 
Dim  and  pale. 

Touch  of  tender  rose-grey 
In  the  north-west  sky  ; 
And  deeper  cloud  streaks.  .  .  . 
Black-grey  tints. 

Soft  silver  sheen  the  light 
On  the  harbour  there  : 
Sunset's  afterglow.  .  .  . 
And  Night  comes. 

A  full  moon  is  rising 
In  the  southern  sky, 
Low  over  the  sea.  ,  .  . 
A  red  moon. 
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Wonder  and  more  wonder 
Mysteries  of  Night.  .  .  . 
Spirit  of  Silence, 
Full  and  deep. 

Yonder,  one  beacon  light, 
High,  by  water's  edge, 
On  the  still  harbour 
Reflected. 


In  May 

A  sloping  meadow  full  of  buttercups, 

And  wind  that  rushes  through  the  long  thick 

grass ; 
Sweeping  with  swaying  movement  swift  and 

strong. 
Yet  though  so  powerful,  a  gentle  strength 
Is  this  that  bends  the  grass  with  firm  soft 

touch 
In  sloping  meadow  full  of  buttercups. 
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Bog  Myrtle 

A  scent  on  the  breeze.  .  .  . 
Bog  myrtle  ! 

Bushes  and  bushes  of  bog  myrtle  : 
Sweet,  clean  and  fresh. 

A  grassy  hollow, 

Flat  and  damp. 

Heather,  peat  and  sand  on  either  side.  .  .  . 

Gorse,  clumps  of  gorse. 

Yonder,  Purbeck  Hills, 

And  close  here 

Stretches  the  blue  sea,  deep  blue  and  calm. 

And  brown-sailed  boats. 
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Arne 

Away  from  traffic  and  the  haunt  of  man, 
A  little  peaceful  sheltered  village  lies 
Among  the  pines  ;   with  unfrequented  paths 
Over  the  moorland  to  the  sea  beyond. 
On  sloping  hill  a  small  and  quaint  old  church  ; 
And  from  the  churchyard,  harbour  view  ex- 
pands.  .   .   . 
Lover  of  solitude,  here  may'st  thou  rest, 
For  naught  disturbs  great  Nature's  harmony, 
And  life  is  simple,  not  a  complex  thing. 
Thy  soul  can  feel  the  freedom  that  it  craves, 
And  leisure  to  enjoy  it  to  the  full. 
This  beauty  of  the  earth  and  sea  and  sky 
Has  quiet  grandeur,  and  a  peace  profound. 
.  .  .  Not  far  away  the  lonely  curlew  calls. 


25 


SPIRIT   OF   THE   WOODS 


Lily  of  the  Valley 

Lily  of  the  Valley, 

Pure  and  white  and  shy 

In  your  place  of  hiding, 
Thickly,  thickly  lie. 

Lily  of  the  Valley, 

Shy  and  pure  and  white, 
Cool  green  leaves  to  shade  you 

From  the  strong  sunlight. 

Lily  of  the  Valley, 

Life  for  you  is  fleet. 
Tender,  fragile  flower, 

Sensitive  and  sweet. 
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Peace 

Late  in   the  dusk   to-night   a  strange  and 

lovely  picture.  .  .  . 
The  sunset's  afterglow  is  shining  on  the  water. 
Like  moonlight  does  it  shine, 
Illumining  the  harbour  ;  and  the  waves  move 

softly, 
Murmuring  quietly  on  the  sea-weed  and  the 

sand.  .  .  . 
Oh,  mystic  peace  divine.  .  .  . 
Some  trees  all  dark  and  weird  and  here  the 

tops  of  houses 
Outlined  against  the  sky ;    odd-shaped  and 

strange  this  foreground  : 
A  black  uneven  line. 
And  mass  of  black-grey  clouds,  with  sky  of 

silver  showing, 
Reflecting  on  the  sea.  .  .  .  Glorious  calm  and 

silence. 
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New  Moon  in  the  Twilight 

June  1915. 

Little  new  Moon, 
Slender  and  white, 
Northward  to-night. 

Quite,  quite  alone, 
Up  very  high, 
In  the  clear  sky. 

Watchful  and  calm.  .  .  . 
Night  cometh  soon, 
Little  new  Moon. 
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An  Impression 

Motoring  in  Norfolk,  August  191 5. 

Cornfields  of  ripe  and  ripening  corn, 
Yellow  and  gold  ;   some  deep,  some  pale. 
Windmills  with  quiet  dignity, 
Quaint  and  detached,  and  grey,  and  gaunt. . 
Fields  of  pink  clover  and  wild-flowers. 
The  song  of  larks,  fresh,  full  of  joy, 
Filling  the  air  with  glad  sweet  sound.  .  .  . 
Quiet  the  scene  ;   harmonious  tints 
Blending  in  Nature's  mystic  way. 
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Child   Thoughts 

I  saw  a  little  cloud  go  by 
All  by  itself, — 
I  wonder  why. 

It  seemed  in  such  great  haste  I  thought, 
And  looked  as  if 
Someone  it  sought. 

Perhaps  the  wind  had  swept  away 
A  little  friend 
This  windy  day. 

And  so  the  white  cloud  hurried  past ; 
To  find  its  friend 
It  sailed  so  fast. 
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Swanage    Bay 

April  1 91 6. 

Purple  and  blue  and  green  is  the  Bay  of 
Swanage. 

Vividly  brilliant  tints,  and  the  lights  and 
colours. 

Green,  blue,  purple  the  sea,  hues  ever- 
varying.  .  .  . 

White  are  the  rocks  that  stand  at  the  edge 
of  the  Bay. 

Away,    away,   stretch   hills   as   far   as   sight 

reaches, 
Rising  behind  the  town,  to  the  salt  waves 

sloping.  .  .  . 
Cliffs  of  rock  sheering  straight  and  seagulls 

there  nesting, 
Seagulls  flying,  calling,  over  the  blue  deep 

sea. 
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Robin's  "  Pretending   Child  " 

Here's  Timothy — he's  my  pertending  child. 
I'm  his  mother. 
He's  six  years  old. 
Tim'thy  can  dress  himself, 
He's  a  big  boy. 
He's  werry  good. 

Timothy  likes  going  in  the  motor. 
Take  care — Tim'thy  is  there,  you're  squash- 
ing him. 
He  never  cries  ; 
I  take  great  care  of  him. 
Would  you  like  to  see  Tim'thy  in  his  bath  ? 
Come  on,  he's  going  now. 
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White  Broom 

Snow-white  and  fragrant ! 
Broom,  white  broom, 
Swaying  in  the  wind. 

Clouds,  white  clouds 
Among  tree-lupins, 
Grass,  and  rosemary. 

Snow-white  and  fragrant ! 
Broom,  white  broom, 
Swaying  in  the  wind  ! 
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The    Sanctuary 

Soft  cooing  of  pigeons  and  cuckoos'  distant 

call ; 
The  last  bright  rays  of  evening  sunlight  on 

tall  trees ; 
Primroses  scattered  everywhere  abundantly. 
The  vivid  green  of  beech  leaves   and   the 

sombre  firs ; 
Hazel  bushes  and  grass,  and  bracken  together. 
A  running  stream,  and  open  spaces  in  the 

wood 
That  upward  slopes,  with  places  sun-bathed 

and  sheltered. 
Quiet  song  and  twitter  of  the  birds  at  sun- 

Peace  in  this  sanctuary  for  all  who  enter  it. 
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The  Coming  of  Summer 

Blue  is  the  sky, 
Hawthorn  is  out ; 
For  summer  has  come. 

Lupins  in  flower, 
Thickly  they  grow  : 
Blue,  white  and  yellow. 

Soft  is  the  air, 
Radiant  the  sun, 
Warm  breezes  blowing. 

Vivid  the  green, 

Varying  tints 

Of  woods  and  meadows. 

Roses  in  bloom, 
Fragrant  and  fresh  : 
Splashes  of  colour. 

Sheltered,  serene, 
Here  the  first  sprays 
Of  honeysuckle. 
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Red,  mauve,  pink  flowers, 
All  shades  that  blend  : 
A  brilliant  display. 

Exquisite  sounds ; 
Scents  that  are  sweet 
Mingled  together. 

Summer  has  come  ! 
And  everywhere 
Nature  rejoices. 
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R.  B.  M. 

Grieve  not.     He  is  not  dead,  only  passed  on 
To  that  new  world  more  full,  more  true,  more 

great. 
Say  not  his  life  is  ended,  but  instead  : 
His  life  has  just  begun,  in  wider  realm 
Of  Mind  unlimited,  free  from  the  bonds 
Of  mortal  body  and  frustrated  power. 
Dim  is  our  vision  here  of  things  to  be. 
Little  our  Wisdom,  and  our  inner  sight 
Of  Spirit,  Justice,  Honesty  and  Truth. 
Faint  is  our  knowledge  now  in  this  small  life, 
Which  is  perhaps  only  for  us  a  school 
That  teaches  somewhat  of  the  things  more 

wise 
We  have  to  learn  henceforth  in  larger  world, 
Gained  only  through  the  door  that  is  called 

Death. 
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Mystery 

July  1917. 

Moon,  with  the  silver  veil  over  your  face  ; 
Dimly  outlined  your  shape  behind  the  veil. 
Quiet  your  mien,  oh  still  and  steadfast  Moon. 

Light  as  a  breath  of  air,  the  silver  clouds 
With  hesitating  motion  move  away, 
Showing  in  all  its  purity  your  form. 

Clearly  your  radiance  now  illuminates ; 
Vapoury  clouds  that  drifted  lingeringly, 
Vanish  with  magic,  imperceptibly. 

.  .  .  Stillness    and    subtle    mystery    and 

peace  .  .  . 
White    moon    of   wonderful    and    silent 

power  .  .  . 
Evening  of  full  and  restful  harmony. 
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A  Sunset 

Little  pink  clouds  are  westward  slowly 
floating, 

Little  pink  clouds  in  silver  shimmering  sky. 

Gently,  so  gently  the  twilight  is  fading, 

While  sun  is  setting  and  the  colours  die. 

And  over  everything  a  sense  of  waiting. 

With  soft  hushed  breath  a  quivering  long- 
drawn  sigh. 
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Priscilla 

Little  maid  demure  and  shy, 

Priscilla. 
With  a  mischief-loving  eye 
Is  this  little  maid  Priscilla. 

Quaintly  charming,  with  a  will 

Determined. 
Always  busy,  never  still, 
So  persistent  and  determined. 

Crooning,  cooing  like  a  dove, 

Priscilla. 
Deep  blue  eyes  and  heart  of  love 
Has  this  little  maid  Priscilla. 
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Jersey  Beauty 

Cream  rose,  dainty  and  sweet ; 
Single  petals  pale  and  tender  ; 
Shower  of  blossoms. 

Scenting  the  air  afar  ; 
Fragrantly  fresh  and  pure  the  rose 
Jersey  Beauty. 


After  Rain 

Rich,  warm,  fragrant  smell  of  the  earth  ; 
Strong,  sweet  scent  of  blossoms  and  buds  and 

leaves. 
Gorse,  broom,  bluebells  and  primroses. 
And  laden   trees   of  fruit-flower,   pink   and 

white. 
Rain-soaked  soil,  heather  and  bracken  and 

moss.  .  .  . 
Glory  and  praise,  and  life-awakened  joy. 


41 


SPIRIT    OF    THE    WOODS 


Vivien  Angela 

Could  anyone  be  sweeter  than  this  blue-eyed 

baby  Vivien  Angela  ? 
Always  smiling,  always  happy  with  her  vivid 

bright  eyes  full  of  laughter. 
Dark-lashed,  observant  eyes  wide  open,  with 

straight    brows    and    downy    brown-gold 

hair. 
Strong  and  well  made  and  comely,  with  clear 

skin  and  her  cheeks  round,  firm  and  rosy. 
Keen  sight,  quick  ear,  greatly  inquisitive  this 

responsive  four  months'  baby. 
Blissfully    satisfied    with    life,    my    joyous- 

natured  Vivien  Angela. 
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Rainbow  in  November 

April  showers  in  November  ! 
Shadows  playing  with  the  sunshine  ; 
In  the  sky  a  rainbow  radiant, 
Beautiful  but  transitory  ; 
Perfect  arch,  tints  clear  and  brilliant.  . 
April  showers  in  November  ! 
....  Many-shaded  colours  glowing, 
Brown  and  red  and  yellow  varied, 
Softly  dulled  the  greens  in  autumn.  .  . 
Clouds  by  north-west  wind  are  driven, 
Day  of  rain  and  wind  and  sunlight. 
April  showers  in  November  ! 
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Peace  in  the  Wood 


October  1918. 

After  those  many  days  of  wind  and  rain  and 

storm, 
There  comes  at  last  an  evening  of  such  quiet 

peace  ; 
Stillness  profound  and  mystic  dusk,  and  faint 

damp  mist. 
Dulled  are  the  vivid  tints  in  twilight's  dim 

soft  glow, 
Full  of  strange  lights  and  shadows  and  the 

softest  shades. 
Gold  lights  gleam  westward  ;  and  near  bright 

heather  patches, 
Gorse  and  glimm'ring  moss ;  bracken  yellow, 

brown  and  green. 
Tall  fir-trees  blackto-night  against  the  cloud- 
less sky. 
Twitter  of  birds  ...  an  owl  calls  with  its 

shrill  weird  cry.  .  .  . 
Yonder,  a  path  through  trees,  a  curve,  and 

light  beyond.  .  .   . 
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"To  V.  A.  B. 

October  1918. 

Oh  you  beautiful  thing  with  those  deep  blue 
eyes 

With  wonder  and  mischief  and  light 
illumined. 

Eyes  with  the  depth  of  love  and  under- 
standing, 

Sparkling  vividly  with  such  dimpling 
laughter ; 

Sometimes  full  of  serious  meditation. 

.  .  .  Like  a  small  bird's  is  the  quickness  of 
your  sight. 

There  is  nothing  that  is  said  you  do  not  hear. 
Your  face  is  radiantwith  smiles  and  happiness, 
Your  voice  is  music,  always  singing,  crooning, 
Shouting,    calling.  .  .  .  Every    moment    is 

busy.  .  .  . 
Beautiful  and  yet  more  beautiful  you  grow ; 
Full  of  a  rare  intelligence  and  sweetness, 
Strength      and      health      and      wonderful 

vitality.  .  .  . 
Precious  and  treasured  is  the  love  you  give 

me. 
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A  Stranger 

November   i,    191 9. 

You  came  into  my  life  just  when  I  needed 

you.  .  .  . 
Though   tired,   you   bravely  put   aside   the 

thought  of  self, 
And  gave  your  sweetness  and  your  kind  un- 
selfish help. 
My  heart   went   out   to  you,   and   I   most 

strongly  felt 
That  even  though  perchance  we  might  not 

meet  again, 
Always  remembrance  I  should  cherish  in  my 

heart.  .  .  . 
A     stranger,     who    with     clear     magnetic 

sympathy 
Became    a    friend    in    those    few    hours    of 

comradeship, 
And  made  me  feel  that  I  should  love  you  all 

my  life. 
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When  the  Heart  is  Young 

November  1919. 

I  shall  never  grow  old  as  long  as  my  heart 

is  young, 
As  long  as  my  heart  can  feel  and  suffer  and 

love. 
For  those  who  grow  old  are  those  who  have 

grown  old  at  heart, 
Those  who  are  weary  in  spirit  and  cold  and 

numb. 

When  the  wish  has  ceased  to  feel  acutely  pain 

or  joy, 
When  I  am  indifferent  and  am  placidly  calm, 
When  I  have  lost  the  power  to  make  a  new 

deep  friendship, 
Then  shall  I  become  old  in  spirit  and  body. 

If  thought  is  prayer,  then  I  pray  every  day 

of  my  life 
That  it  will  be  long  before  I  cease  to  suffer, 
For  while  we  can  suffer  we  grow  in  spirit  and 

soul, 
And  pain  is  better  than  to  lose  the  power 

to  love. 
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November 


1919. 


Only  a  little  while  ago  this  tree 

Was  gorgeous  with  its  many  hues 

Of  green  and  gold  and  bronze. 

.  .  .  Now  it  is  bare  and  all  the  brilliant  leaves 

Lie  wearily  upon  the  ground, 

Sodden,  forlorn  and  sad. 

But  you  have  lived,  oh  leaves  who  were  so 

fresh 
In  spring,  a  few  short  months  ago  ; 
You  were  a  tender  green. 
And  though  your  loveliness  has  passed  away 
Your  life  of  beauty  still  will  live, 
For  memorv  will  not  fade. 
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Sunset 

1919. 

Green,  and  grey,  yellow,  purple,  and  red, 
One  long  stretch  of  brilliant  coloured  clouds 
Swept  by  a  north-west  wind. 
Patches  of  blue  sky  and  shaded  tints. 
.  .  .  Sunset  of  transitory  glory.  .  .  . 
And  wildness  and  wonder. 


Silver  Birch  in  Autumn 

Leaves  of  gold  blowing  in  the  wind  ; 
Leaves  of  gold  lightly,  lightly  falling  ; 
Leaves  of  gold  lying  on  the  ground. 
.  .  .  Soft,  smooth  and  fine,  autumnal  carpet 
Spread  for  the  woodland  Fairy  Queen. 
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The  Rut 

November  1919. 

You  have  taken  me  out  of  the  rut, 
And  I  walk  on  the  straight  road  again. 
You  have  given  me  back  what  I  lost ; 
Something  I  prize  :   a  valued  treasure. 
I  give  you  my  thanks  and  gratitude 
Friend  who  has  given  me  back  the  gift. 
...  I  have  longed  for  the  thing  I  had  lost. 
I  have  been  dumb  without  it  so  long. 
My  life  had   been   filled  with   endless  work 
Doing  the  things  that  had  to  be  done. 
I  was  weary  and  quite  uninspired, 
Still  waiting  for  something  to  happen. 
.  .  .  Then    the    thing    I    have   waited    for 
came.  .  .  . 


50 


SPIRIT   OF   THE   WOODS 

Do  you  really  like  my  Song  ? 

November  1919. 
Am  I  right  or  am  I  wrong  ? 
Stranger,  will  you  tell  me  this  : 
Do  you  really  like  my  song, 
Though  the  technique  may  be  wrong  ? 

Am  I  wrong  or  am  I  right  ? 
I  should  so  much  like  to  know. 
Help  me  in  my  woeful  plight, 
Is  my  simple  singing  right  ? 

Rose  in  Autumn 

November  191 9. 

Rose  in  spring,  with  frail  shoots  of  green. 
Rose  in  summer,  bright  scented  flower 
Spread  like  a  fair  and  tinted  shower, 
Soft  pale  pink  and  glowing  sheen. 

Rose  in  autumn,  dearest  of  all, 
Leaves  of  scarlet,  crimson,  yellow, 
Toned  and  glorified  and  mellow  ; 
Rose  tree  growing  on  the  wall. 
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Magic 

November  22,  1919. 

There  is  magic  in  the  woods  to-day, 
For  there's  magic  in  my  heart. 
I  have  come  to  life  again.  .  .  . 
Spirit  and  body  have  been  weary, 
But  now  I  am  filled  with  joy  again. 

The  shading  of  the  grass  and  bracken 
With  earth  and  trees  and  heather 
In  harmony  are  blending.  .  .  . 
It  gives  me  deep  delight  and  rapture 
To  see  the  radiant  colours  blending. 

There  is  magic  in  the  woods  to-night ; 
Brilliant  glamour  of  sunset. 
There  is  magic  in  my  heart.  .  .  . 
I  can  feel  the  beauty  now  once  more, 
For  there  is  peace  again  in  my  heart. 
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The  Mountain  Top 

November  191 9. 

When  I  am  walking  on  the  mountain  top, 
I  can  then  write  in  an  exalted  mood, 
And  sing  of  the  glory  of  everything  : 
Of  Beauty,  Truth  and  of  all  things  divine 
That  fill  my  Soul  with  thanksgiving  and  joy. 
But  sometimes  I  fall  from  the  mountain  top  ; 
Despair  rests  on  me  and  discouragement. 
My  Spirit  is  drooping  and  disheartened. 
Life  sometimes  seems  to  be  so  difficult, 
And  all  endeavour  is  of  no  avail. 
.  .  .  Spirit  of  harmony  serene  I  crave, 
Then  shall  I  stay  upon  the  mountain  top. 
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Word  Pictures 

November  191 9. 

If  I  were  but  an  artist  I  should  wish  to  paint 
The  drifting  clouds  and  sky,  the  sunsets  and 

the  moon. 
With  all  their  glorious  splendour  and  variety, 
Their  fleeting  beauty,  brilliance  and  amazing 

tints. 

I  cannot  paint,  though  greatly  I  desire  the 
gift; 

But  I  have  found  another  way  that  com- 
pensates 

For  this  grand  art  that  is  alas !  to  me  denied ; 

I  paint  in  words,  what  I  can  see  with  sight 
and  soul. 

True  pictures  do  I  paint  in  words,  not  fantasy. 
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A  Confession 

November  1919. 
You  say  I  am  odd.  .  .  . 
Is  it  because  I  loathe  hypocrisy  and  do  not 

live  a  life  of  pretence  ? 
Is  it  because  I  am  sincere  and  do  not  like 

saying  things  I  do  not  mean, 
Expect  sincerity  from  others  and  have  single- 

mindedness  of  purpose  ? 
Is  it  because  in  middle-age  I  am  still  young 

at  heart  and  am  happy  ? 
Is  it  because  I  find  delight  in  simple  pleasures 

and  can  still  feel  deeply, 
And  know  the  joys  of  the  most  wonderful 

spontaneous  friendship  and  sympathy  ?  .  .  . 
Then,  if  it  be  so,  I  prefer  to  be  odd  for  the 

rest  of  my  life  to  come, 
For  I  care  not  what  people  think,  and  shall 

live  my  own  life  in  just  my  own  way, — 
And  shall  be  Myself.  ' 
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"The  Way 

November  191 9. 

There  is  one  way  for  me,  wherein  I  find 

myself, 
And  can  express  my  inmost  deepest  thoughts 

with  ease. 
In  other  paths  my  soul  is  dumb  and  cannot 

speak. 
Greatly  do  I  rejoice  that  I   can  have  my 

verse. 
To  speak  the  thoughts  and  heights  and  depths 

of  what  I  feel. 

December 

1919. 

The  leaves  of  the  beeches  have  fallen,  for  it 

is  winter. 
Their  brave  display  and  pageant  of  autumn 

tints  is  over. 
But  there  is  a  promise  of  new  life  to  come  ; 
On  all  the  branches  and  on  every  twig  a 

brown  bud  grows  : 
Death  and  life  are  so  mysteriously  bound 

together. 
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To  O.  M.  B. 

November  1919. 

After  our  twenty  years  of  friendship,  friend 

of  mine, 
I  love  you  with  as  great  a  love  as  ever. 
Ideal  Woman  you  have  always  been  to  me  ; 
Your  sympathy  and  sweetness  faileth  never. 

Your  mind  and  character  and  charm  I  do 

admire, 
And  I  love  you  with  a  faithful  love  and  true  ; 
All   my   life,    dear,   it   will  last    and   never 

waver, 
For  deep-hearted  loyalty  I  give  to  you. 

This  long  comradeship  of  ours,  the  best  and 

staunchest 
Fills  me  with  content  and  thankfulness,  my 

friend. 
Dear  one,  you  have  given  me  great  joy  and 

comfort ; 
And  our  friendship  will  last  to  the  very  end. 
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Praise 

November  1919. 

It  is  a  joy  to  be  alive  this  day. 

I  will  sing  praises  for  all  the  beauty. 

I  will  give  thanksgiving  that  I  can  see 

And  that  I  can  deeply  feel  the  glory 

Of  the  intense  loveliness  of  Nature.  .  .    . 

My  spirit  is  quickened  and  I  rejoice. 


Sunset  after  Storm 

December  1919. 

Wild  wind  and  rain  and  storm  throughout  a 

night  and  day, 
And  suddenly  when  evening  comes  tumult  is 

hushed. 
Most  beautiful  the  sheet  of  gold  in  western 

sky. 
Stillness  there  is  and  vivid  colouring  around  ; 
Soft  is  the  air,  scents  keen  and  fresh  of  the 

damp  earth.  .  .  . 
Light  on  the  harbour  and  the  hills  beyond, 

and  on  the  sea. 
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Vivien 

December  191 9. 

I  love  your  roguish  smile  of  mischief  and 

your  twinkling  eyes. 
Black-lashed  and  merry  eyes  they  are,  blue 

as  the  bluest  skies. 
I  love  your  small  sweet  mouth,  and  smooth 

pink  cheeks  and  skin  so  fair  ; 
Your    quick    clear    look,    and    fringed    and 

straight-cut  thick  soft  gold-brown  hair. 
You  are  so  loyal,  and  your  sense  of  honour  is 

so  keen  ; 
Cleverest  of  babies  surely  that  ever  could  be 

seen. 
Your  laughter  is  like  music  and  your  voice  is 

full  and  strong, 
You  are  most  quaintly  capable  and  never  in 

the  wrong. 
Your  love  for  animals,  for  flowers  and  colour 

is  so  deep. 
Never  a  moment  are  you  still  except  when 

you're  asleep. 
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Oh   child   of   two   years   old,   you   are   the 

sweetest  thing  on  earth. 
Your  life  is  one  long  song  of  love  truehearted, 

joy  and  mirth. 


Solitary  Seagull 

Seagull,  seagull,  drifting  alone  in  the  rain 

and  mist ; 
Swayed  by  the  warm  and  boisterous  wind, 

hither  and  thither, 
Back  to  the  sea  you  are  flying  in  the  mist  and 

rain. 
Seagull,  where  are  your  friends,  why  are  you 

flying  alone  ? 
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Silver  Birch  in  Winter 

December  191 9. 

I  like  you,  Silver  Birch,  in  winter  better  than 

the  spring. 
Your  slender  stems  of  silver  are  gleaming  in 

the  sunlight  ; 
And  when  the  sun  shines  after  rain,  the  dew- 
drops  are  sparkling, 
Thousands  of  dewdrops  there  are,  on  your 

red  and  slim  branches, 
They  glisten  like  diamonds  on  all  the  many 

clustering  twigs. 
You  are  so  beautiful  in  winter,  swaying  Silver 

Birch 
With  your  rich  brown  colour  and  delicate 

tints  of  silver. 
And  when  you  show  against  a  sky  of  blue  or 

stormy  grey, 
Or  standing  grouped  with  the  blue  green  fir 

trees  for  a  background, 
My  heart  is  full  of  wonder  at  your  grace  and 

loveliness. 
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Solitude 

December 

I  long  to  steal  away  alone 
Into  the  woods  at  eventide. 
This  magic  atmosphere  inspires 
And  thrills  me  with  its  subtle  power 
In  this  most  mystic  hour  of  day, 
When  everything  mysterious  seems 
And  different  to  the  other  hours 
Of  daytime  ;   for  the  twilight  brings 
Such  quietness  and  waiting  still, 
That  is  so  full  of  sounds  subdued. 
If  we  in  truth  desire  to  drink 
The  beauty  and  the  peace  profound 
Into  our  souls,  we  must  perforce 
Steal  quietly  at  eventide 
Into  the  mystic  woods  alone. 
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The  Moon 

Moon,  I  love  you,  moon  so  bright, 
Shining,  shining  all  the  night 
With  your  peaceful  gentle  light. 

Through  the  clouds  I  see  you  steal, 
Magic  in  the  air  I  feel ; 
With  your  harmony  you  heal. 

Moon,  I  think  I  like  you  best 
When  behind  the  trees  you  rest, 
Just  before  your  journey  west. 

Low  and  gleaming  in  the  sky, 
Mellow,  sensitive  and  shy, 
Whiter  as  you  rise  up  high. 

Moon,  I  love  you,  moon  so  pure, 

Solitude  you  can  endure, 

And  your  light  is  steadfast,  sure. 
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Bluebells 

May  1920. 
A  sea  of  blue,  a  perfume-laden  sea, 
Under  the  cool  green  branches  carpeted 
Bluebells  of  azure  deep  that  scent  the  air, 
Amazing  colour  and  a  vast  display, 
Bringing  joy  into  hearts  of  all  who  see 
Such   wonder   and   such   beauty   calm   and 
sweet. 


My  Books 

Faithful  and  loyal  friends  you  are  to  me. 
I  give  you  place  most  high  in  my  esteem, 
Friends  who  can  never  fail  or  disappoint, 
Friends  I  can  always  have  within  my  reach 
To  comfort,   cheer  and   soothe  in  varying 

moods ; 
Around  me,  close,  yet  'tis  a  comradeship 
That  never  palls,  exacts  or  wearies  me. 
Greatly  I  prize  my  books,  and  greatly  love. 
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The  Spring  Song 

"  Spring  has  come,"  say  the  birds,  "  spring 

has  come. 
Let  us  sing,  let  us  sing  and  give  praise. 
The  long  winter  is  now  at  an  end, 
And  we  feel  the  sun's  tender  warm  rays. 

"  All  our  work  is  before  us  anew, 
And  light-hearted  and  eager  and  free, 
We  can  welcome  the  dawn  of  the  day, 
So  happy  and  busy  we  can  be. 

"  Let  us  pour  out  our  love  and  our  joy, 
Let  us  sing,  let  us  sing,  let  us  sing. 
We  will  fervently,  truly  give  thanks 
For  the  spring  and  for  all  she  can  bring." 
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Scribbling  Book 

May,  1920 

Ten  years  I  have  used  you,  and  now  are 

finished. 
I  can  write  no  more,  for  the  pages  are  ended. 
A  stranger  will  have  to  come  and  wander 

with  me 
When  I  walk  in  peaceful  woods  writing  my 

poems. 
Scribbling  Book,  I  shall  miss  you,  for  happy 

the  hours 
We  have  spent,  with  all  nature's  wonder  and 

splendour, 
In  silent  rapture,  just  you  and  I  together. 
Good-bye  to    our  friendship    but    not    to 

remembrance. 
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Dawn 

May  15,   1920. 

The  Dawn  !   and  silver  northern  sky  ; 

Against  the  sky  the  trees  outlined. 

Dawn  !  with  the  stillness  and  the  sound 

Twitter  of  birds,  the  cuckoo's  call, 

An  owl,  the  crowing  of  a  cock, 

Tall  fir-trees  with  their  slim  straight  stems, 

Mystic  and  dark  and  beautiful. 

The  silver  birches,  grey  green  clouds 

Of  branches  delicate  and  light. 

The  perfect  Dawn,  this  magic  month, 

The  fairies'  month,  the  month  of  May. 
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The  Search 

At  five  the  birds  are  beginning  their  day, 
There  are  many  sounds  of  the  busy  life, 
Flying  about,  so  full  of  importance. 
Getting    refreshment    and    food    for    their 

young.  .  .  . 
A  stealthy  form  creeps  by  along  the  path, 
Quiet  of  foot,  so  cunning  and  watchful, 
Intent  on  some  evil  deed  and  slaughter, 
Seeking  its  prey  in  the  early  morning, 
Bent  on  destruction,  O  thou  evil  one, 
Grey  cat  with  the  green  eyes  and  cruel  claws. 
Frightened  and  angry  chirruping  of  birds. 
Hoping  to  lure  the  monster  from  their  nests. 
Grey  cat,  may  your  search  be  in  vain  to-day. 
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Dan 

Bounding  with  vigour  and  strength, 
Full  of  the  joy  of  living, 
Inquisitive  Dan  ! 

Eager,  intelligent  eyes, 
Hearing  and  sight  quick  and  keen, 
Affectionate  Dan  ! 

Brown  as  the  brown  bracken  tints, 
Long-legged,  mischievous  puppy, 
This  one-year-old  Dan  ! 

Young  with  the  splendour  of  youth, 
Trying  so  hard  to  be  good, 
Impetuous  Dan  ! 
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Vera 

May  15,  1920. 

Faithful  companion  for  twelve  years  and 

more, 
Mine  since  the  days  when  she  could  barely 

walk, 
Fenella's  daughter,  fat  brown  furry  ball. 
Her  training  I  began  when  she  was  young, 
And  strict  the  training  was  that  she  received, 
But  never  dog  repaid  her  training  more. 
A  gentle  nature,  self-controlled  and  true 
Who  asks  for  nothing  yet  who  giveth  much. 
A  dignity,  calm,  quiet  constancy, 
Depending  not  upon  an  outward  show 
Of  fondling  and  caresses,  which  to  me 
Are  neither  suitable  nor  necessary. 
For  cannot  faithful  beasts  well  understand 
Affection  that  may  have  no  outward  form  ? 
Vera,  O  dog  of  speaking,  loving  eyes 
Once  full  of  spirits  in  abundancy, 
As  lively  and  as  agile  as  your  son. 
Now  you  are  old,  subdued  your  energy, 
But  young  at  heart  as  ever,  and  can  still 
Enjoy  to  all  its  uttermost  your  life. 

70 


SPIRIT   OF   THE   WOODS 


The  Light  Beyond 

1920. 

Radiantly  pink  are  the  clouds  in  the  north- 
west sky, 
This  evening  in  July,  after  a  day  of  rain  : 
A  day  of  dreary  downpour  and  a  blustering 

wind  ; 
A  day  of  disappointment,  misty,  dark,  and 

cold. 
But  now,  as  if  to  compensate  for  all  the  gloom, 
We  have  a  fleeting  glimpse  beyond  the  veil 
of  grey, 

Almost  as  if  into  another  wondrous  world 

A  flood  of  light,  a  sheet  of  pure  clear  vivid 
gold. 
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Autumn  Sunset 

October  1920. 

Sun,  shining  through  the  trees,  good-night  ! 
Big  round  sun  with  your  crimson  dress 
Spreading,  spreading  in  a  circle.  .  .  . 
Light  of  radiance  through  the  fir-trees, 
Flame-red  ball,  so  low  in  the  sky.  .  .  . 
Night  draws  nigh  this  autumn  evening. 
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My  Grave 

October  1920. 

When  I  am  dead  I  wish  my  grave  to  be 

On  a  hill-side, wheresometall pine-trees  grow; 

Where  there  are  heather,  bracken,  gorse  and 

broom  ; 
Where  the  sun  shines  and  earth  smells  sweet 

and  fresh. 
...  I    do  not   want  dead    flowers    on  my 

grave- 
Not  wreaths,  but  only  growing  plants  that 

live, 
And  something  that  is  green  throughout  the 

year.  .  .  . 
A  simple  burial,  no  hearse  for  me  ; 
No  cold  grey  stone,  but  small  plain  cross  of 

oak. 
.  .  .  Just  at  the  time  of  sunset  I  would  like 
To  have  my  body  gently  laid  to  rest, 
When  all  is  quiet  and  the  air  so  full 
Of  peace,  and  the  soft  evening  song  of  birds, 
Harmonious  colouring  and  tints  that  blend 
In  tender  mystic  glow  of  coming  night. 
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The  Everyday 

October  1920. 

How  I  do  long  sometimes  for  peace  and  quiet; 
To  be  away  from  people,  quite  alone. 
Away  from  mundane  trifling  things  that  jar, 
— The  commonplace  that  tends  to  take  away 
Enchantment,  inspiration  and  romance. — 
Cares  of  a  household  :   friction,  jealousies, 
Small-minded  people,  liars,  hypocrites 
And  worthless  frauds  that  come  across  one's 

path, 
Spoiling  the  beauty  and  serenity 
That  otherwise  would  make  life  full  of  joy — 
For  everywhere  are  endless  things  to  see 
And  feel  and  do  and  learn  and  hear  and  read. 
— Although  our  spirit  often  can  ignore 
The  paltry  little  ugly  things  of  life, 
There  must  be  times,  however  much  we  try 
To  soar  above  the  clamour,  petty  strife, 
When  it  is  quite  impossible  to  put 
What  we  indeed  should  like  to  do,  before 
What  we  alas !   are  forced  to  do  sometimes, 
When  tyrant  Circumstance  our  way  directs. 
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To  the   Mothers   of  England  who  worked  at 
Home,  1914-18 

Those  women  who  just  stayed  at  home  and 

worked, 
They  had  no  stirring  days,  excitement,  thrills. 
No  glamour  of  the  danger  bore  them  on. 
Only  the  humdrum  call,  the  commonplace  ; 
The  care  of  children  and  the  things  at  home, 
And  toil  unending,  whether  well  or  ill ; 
Doing  the  work  of  men,  gone  to  the  War. 
The  hearts  of  many  dulled  with  bitter  grief. 
Weary  with  waiting,  hoping  and  despair, 
Yet  faltering  not,  these  mothers  with  brave 

hearts. 
Some  were  the  lucky  ones  who  did  not  have 
A  husband,  son,  or  friend  in  danger  zone. 
But  still  for  them  the  struggle  never  ceased. 
They  gave  their  strength  and  mind,  their 

health  and  life, 
Though  never  merit,  praise  or  thanks  received. 
These  women  for  their  country  have  fought 

well. 
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Their  victory  shall  be  contented  mind 
Because  they  did  the  duty  that  was  near, 
Accepting  work  that  truly  seemed  to  them 
Their  share  in  the  Great  War,  appointed 

task  ; 
And  carried  on  with  pluck,  without  com- 
plaint. .  .  . 
What  their  reward  for  all  their  toil  and  pain  ? 
Surely  a  crown  of  glory,  though  unseen. 
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Russet  Hills 

November  8,   1920. 

Smooth  is  the  rounded  billowing  sweep  of 
hills ; 

Shaded  the  hollows,  brown  and  pale  bronze- 
green. 

Curve  upon  curve  in  large  and  wide  expanse  ; 

Earth  that  is  ploughed,  a  rich  and  russet 
brown  ; 

Groups  of  trees  and  gorse  sparingly  scat- 
tered. 

Grand  is  the  range  of  hills,  calm  and  austere. 

Dim  and  misty  this  day  of  November  ; 

A  narrow  streak  of  light  in  the  distance  ; 

Band  of  gold  away  on  the  horizon.  .  .  . 

Space  and  freedom  and  a  wondrous  glory. 


* 


\. 
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Travellers'   Joy 

November  8,  1920. 

Mantle  of  grey  falling  on  the  hedge  ; 
Drooping  on  the  leaves  of  red  and  brown. 
Silver  shades  over  vivid  colour 
Of  gold  and  bronze  and  the  dulled  green 

leaves. 
Travellers'  Joy,  beautiful  in  the  hedge. 
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Death 

November  1920. 

Why  should  we  fear  to  die,  why  wish  to  cling 
To  this  small  sphere,  and  so  regret  to  leave 
The  joys  we  know  for  those  yet  unexplored  ? 
Why  should  this  earth  hold  all,  when  Life 

beyond 
May  prove  a  richer,  fairer,  nobler  place, 
And  things  here  will  seem  mean,  when  we 

pass  on 
To  wider  Knowledge,  Understanding,  Light 
In  the  next  life,  where  many  things  will  show 
How  dim  our  Spirit  sometimes  here  has  been 
And  limited,  compared  with  what  it  might 
And  ought  to  be — for  Mind  is  limitless. 
If  we  can  feel,  when  death  comes,  we  have 

tried 
To  live  our  life  here  bravely,  truthfully, 
Doing  as  much  for  others  as  we  can, 
Making  the  most  of  opportunity, 
Giving  our  strength  to  those  who  need  our 

help, 
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Striving  to  do  what  we  ourselves  think  right, 
Not  swayed  and  influenced  by  narrow  minds ; 
Grasping  the  things  that  really  matter  most, 
And  keeping  Honour,  Justice  for  our  guide ; 
Bringing  some  joy  to  those  who  cross  our 

path. 
If  we  have  cared  intensely  for  the  Truth, 
The  Real,  the  Great,  the  Beautiful. 
If  we  can  leave  this  world  without  remorse, 
What  is  there  then  in  death  that  we  should 

fear  ? 
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Red  Vine 

November  1920. 

Hanging  leaves  and  such  clinging  tendrils, 
O  Red  Vine,  red  as  the  setting  sun  ; 
With  pointed  leaves  gracefully  drooping, 
Tints  of  western  sky  when  day  is  done. 

O  clustering  Vine,  brilliant  in  colour, 
Keeping  your  leaves  when  the  others  go. 
You  fiery  Red  Vine,  fierce  yet  tender, 
Stay  awhile  longer,  I  love  you  so. 
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Foam  on  the  Sand 

,  November  1920. 

Foam,  quivering  in  the  wind  at  the  water's 
edge. 

White  foam,  sparkling  in  the  sun  with  rain- 
bow tints ; 

Prismatic  colours,  glittering,  weird,  fantastic. 

Foam,  skimming  over  the  sand,  light,  trans- 
parent. 

Waves  breaking,  and  more  waves  on  the 
smooth  firm  beach  ; 

Wide  stretch  of  silver  sand  and  wind  from 
the  sea  ; 

Line  of  white  foam  quivering  at  the  water's 
edge. 
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Brown  Tones 

November  1920. 

Into  the  woods  I  wander,  dressed  in  brown  ; 
Toning  with  tints  of  Nature's  Autumn  gown. 
Nature,  a  Dame  of  dignity  and  grace  ; 
Benign  and  tender,  gracious  is  her  face. 

All  dressed  in  brown  I  wander  in  the  woods, 
So  harmonising  with  the  many  moods 
And  browns  of  Nature,  bracken,  leaves  and 

grass, 
Blending  the  shades  together  as  I  pass. 
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Thoughts  of  a  Mother 

November  22,  1920. 

Child,  with  a  mind  of  fairy  wonder- thoughts ! 
You  sunshine  summer-child  of  three  years  old; 
A  perfect  being,  full  of  grace  and  charm, 
With  soul  of  sweetness  and  of  clear  delight. 
I  marvel  at  your  quickness  and  your  love ; 
Your  vivid  personality  and  life  ; 
Your  radiant  sunny  smile  that  wins  all  hearts ; 
Your  thoughtful  care  of   others   and  your 

sense. 
What  of  your  future,  happy  child  of  mine  ? 
Will  you  keep,    all  your  life,   your  loving 

heart  ? 
Will  you  endear  yourself  to  all  you  meet, 
And  laugh  your  merry  laugh,  and  sing  your 

songs, 
And  give  unselfish  thought  for  everyone  ? 
Or  will  you  lose  your  charm  of  heart  and 

mind  ? 
If  I  could  only  keep  your  heart  just  as  it  is ; 
If  I  could  only  be  quite  sure  that  you 
Will  still  remain  as  dear  and  wonderful.  .  .  . 
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Ah  me  alas !  we  cannot  always  tell 

What  changes  may  take  place,  and  beauty 

fade. 
A  mother  longs  to  mould,  and  perfect  make 
The  child  she  loves  and  watches  tenderly  ; 
And  does  indeed  desire  her  child  should  grow 
To  womanhood  or  manhood  with  the  rare 
And  precious  gifts  of  Beauty,  Joy  and  Truth  ; 
A  Mind  that  is  a  Mind,  a  great  large  Soul ; 
A  life  that  really  lives,  and  thinks  and  feels  : 
A  heart  that  throbs  and  does  not  onlv  beat 
In  even  measured  way.     A  brain  that  gives 
Something    of    power    and    work    and    true 

success.  .  .  . 
You  baby  girl  of  three  years  old,  what  aim 
Will  yours,  I  wonder,  be  in  life,  some  day  ? 
I  have  great  faith  in  you  and  your  wise  mind. 
Shall  I  be  disappointed,  or  my  faith 
Be  justified,  and  granted  my  desire  ? 
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Clouds 

November  25,  1920. 

Mountain  of  clouds,  low  in  the  sky,  white 

in  the  moonlight ; 
Darkness   beyond,   stormy   and   black,   stars 

clear  and  bright  ; 
Wind  from  the  west,  wind  soft  and  strong, 

like  day  this  night. 

Vivid  the  light,  wind  in  the  trees,  moon  big 

and  high  ; 
Snow-mountain  clouds,  pointed  and  round, 

all  gliding  by. 
Moon,  wind  and  clouds,  blackness  and  light, 

stars  in  the  sky. 
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Beech  Leaves 

November  28,  1920. 

Leaves  of  the  beeches  have  fallen, 
Ground  is  all  copper  and  red, 
Red  with  the  leaves  of  the  beeches, 
Fallen  and  russet  and  dead. 

Thickly  they  lie  by  the  million, 
Soft  is  our  step  as  we  tread, 
Branches  of  beautiful  beech-trees, 
All  their  leaves  radiant  have  shed. 
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By  the  River 

November  1920. 

Copper-red,  leafless,  at  the  river's  bed, 
Slender  and  lissom,  thickly  grouped  the  trees. 
Upon  them  sunshine  showering  its  light. 
Trees  red  as  fire,  vivid  and  beautiful ; 
Splash  of  colour  in  wintry  sombre  scene. 
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Honeysuckle 

November  28,  1920. 

Honeysuckle,  fresh  and  fragrant, 
Growing  wild  in  country  hedge, 
On  a  wall  or  in  a  garden, 
Creeping  over  window  ledge. 

Honeysuckle,  fair  and  charming, 
Everybody  loves  you  so  ; 
Honeysuckle,  all  may  find  you, 
Growing  high  and  growing  low. 

Air  is  scented  full  of  sweetness 
When  you're  anywhere  about ; 
Bees  and  butterflies  around  you, 
We  can  always  find  you  out. 
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One  Star  at  Twilight 

December  3,   1920. 

Star  of  silver  in  the  sky, 
Quite  alone,  one  little  star  ; 
Clouds  are  quickly  floating  by. 

Colours  pale  of  blue  and  gold  ; 
Twilight,  stormy,  brilliant,  clear  ; 
Wind  so  wilful,  boisterous,  bold. 

Star  of  silver  in  the  sky, 
Shining  with  a  bright  true  light, 
Grey  clouds  quickly  passing  by. 
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Raindrop 

Raindrops,  raindrops  everywhere, 

Glistening  in  the  sun  ; 
Fairyland  we  all  can  share, 

Joy  for  everyone. 

What  a  sight  of  radiance  fair  ! 

Now  their  work  is  done, 
Dancing  here  and  flitting  there, 

Fairies  full  of  fun  ! 

World  of  wonder,  shining  sun, 
Raindrops  sparkling  everywhere. 
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Gorse  in  January 

Yellow  gorse  in  winter, 
Cheering  with  your  gleams, 
Gleams  of  gold  and  sweetness, 
Like  spring,  winter  seems. 
See,  we  have  the  blossoms 
Flowering  everywhere, 
In  our  fairest  Dorset 
Never  bleak  or  bare. 
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The  Kingdom  of  Birds 

Give  me  the  key  to  your  Kingdom, 
Birds  with  your  knowledge  and  wonder, 
Key  to  the  kingdom  of  wisdom, 
Key  to  your  song  do  I  crave. 

Mystery,  marvel  and  magic, 
Quickness  of  instinct  and  rapture, 
Harmony,  music  melodious  .  .  . 
Give  me  the  key,  I  entreat. 

Into  your  Kingdom  admit  me, 
With  all  your  magic  surround  me, 
Teach  me  your  song  and  your  music, 
Ecstasy  filling  my  soul. 

Give  me  the  key  to  your  Kingdom, 
Key  to  the  Kingdom  of  wisdom, 
Harmony,  knowledge  and  wonder, 
Mystery,  beauty  and  love. 
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Spirit  of  the  Woods 

November  1920. 

Spirit  of  the  Woods,  come  when  I  call ; 
Bring  me  now  your  balm,  balm  for  the  soul. 
Fill  me  with  your  spark,  your  magic  craft ; 
Soothe  my  weary  heart,  bring  courage  back. 
Teach  me  Love  and  Truth  ;    make  my  eyes 

see  ; 
Fill  my  soul  with  light,  the  light  supreme. 
All  things  you  surpass ;   your  gift  alone 
Standing  out  before  all  worldly  wealth. 
Spirit  of  the  Woods,  enfold  me  close ; 
Touch  me  with  your  wand,  make  the  earth 

seem 
World  enchanted  now  to  mortal  eyes. 
Lead  me  through  the  paths  of  fairyland, 
Safely    guide    me    on    through    woodland 

ways.  .  .  . 
Ecstasy  divine,  inspiring  scene  ; 
Exquisite  the  joy  and  wonder  great. 
Spirit  of  the  Woods,  I  give  you  thanks ; 
Deep  the  Joy  and  Truth  filling  my  heart. 
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I  beseech  you  stay  all  my  life  long, 

Giving  vision  clear,  serenely  sure  ; 

Sight    and   sound   enhanced   by   your   true 

power  ; 
Glorifying  life  ;   O  silent  friend, 
Speaking  in  the  ways  speech  cannot  know.  . . . 
Spirit  of  the  Woods,  come  when  I  call. 
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unassuming  eloquence  of  its  own  that  cannot  but  recom- 
mend it  to  sympathetic  readers." — The  Scotsman. 

"  This  is  a  neat  little  collection  of  verses  on  a  variety  of 
subjects,  all  treated  of  in  a  style  of  great  simplicity  and 
much  charm." — Freeman's  Journal. 

Also 

«  SONGS   FOR   CHILDREN/' 

and  Other  Verses 
2/6  net 


DATE  DUE 

GAYLORD 

PRINTEOIN  U.S.A. 

UC  SOUTHERN  REGIONAL  LIBRARY  FACILITY 


AA    000  555  276    5 


IVERSITY  OF  CA,  RIVERSIDE  LIBRARY 


3  1210  01269  5787 


